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?Lucy Boston? has little pretension to be a creator of memorable hu-
man characters or even an exciting story-teller, and reaches her highest 







e Children of Green Knowe ?1954?????????????????wel-









?  . . . ? My parents? live in Burma.?
?Fancy that now! at?s a long way away. Where are you going, then??
?I don? t know. at is, I?m going to my great-grandmother Oldknow 
at Green Noah ? . . . . ? 8?*3
??????????????????????????????????
??????????2????????? ?kissing the people who had 









? . . . ? ?Pleased to meet you. I knew your mother when she was your size. 





wrinkles it looked as if someone had been trying to draw her for a very long 
time and every line put in had made the face more like her.? 16??????
???????????
?So you?ve come back!? she said, smiling, as he came forward, and he 
?292?
found himself leaning against her shoulder as if he knew her quite well.
?Why do you say ?come back??? he asked, not at all shy.
?I wondered whose face it would be of all the faces I knew,? she said. 
?ey always come back. You are like another Toseland, your grandfa-
ther. What a good thing you have the right name, because I should al-
ways be calling you Tolly anyway. I used to call him Tolly. Have you got a 
pet name? I?m sure they don?t call you Toseland at school.?
?No, I get called Towser.?
?And at home??
?My stepmother calls me Toto, but I hate it. It? s worse than Towser.?
?I think I agree with you. Here we are all used to Toseland, it?s the 
family name and doesn?t seem queer to us. So you shan?t be Toto here. 
Do you mind Tolly??
?I like it. It?s what my mother used to call me. What shall I call you??




























































?Why doesn?t he want it now??  . . . ?
?Because he?s dead,? she said at last.
Tolly sat dumbfounded, with his big black eyes fixed on her. He 
must have known of course that the children could not have lived so 
many centuries without growing old, but he had never thought about it. 
To him they were so real, so near, they were his own family that he need-
ed more than anything on earth. He felt the world had come to an end.
?Are they all dead?? he said at last.
?ey all died together in the Great Plague. e farm baili, Boggis, 
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had been to London on business and he brought the infection back with 
him. Toby and Alexander and Linnet and their mother all died in one 
day, in a few hours. And little Boggis too. Only poor old grandmother 






?Aer all,? she said, ?it sounds very sad to say they all died, but it 
didn?t really make so much difference. I expect the old grandmother 






Never was a little boy more desolate than Tolly. He wanted them so 
















?Who is it?? he whispered.
?It?s the grandmother rocking the cradle,? said Mrs Oldknow, and 
her eyes were full of tears.
?Why are you crying, Granny? It?s lovely.?
?It is lovely, only it is such a long time ago. I don?t know why that 
should be sad, but it sometimes seems so.?
? . . . ? ?Granny,? whispered Tolly again with his arm through hers, 
?whose cradle is it? Linnet is as big as I am.?
?My darling, this voice is much older than that. I hardly know whose 
it is. I heard it once before at Christmas.?
It was queer to hear the baby?s sleepy whimper only in the next 
room, now, and so long ago. ?Come, we?ll sing it too,? said Mrs Oldknow, 
going to the spinet. She played, but it was Tolly who sang alone, while, 








































Tolly sat listening to his great-grandmother?s needle pricking in and 
out of the paper that her bits were sewn on, and the harsh sound of the 
thread pulled through it. His eyes wandered over the patterns in the 
folds of the quilt, and he heard the re and the clock, and the blackbird 
in the beech tree, and Orlando galloping in dreams as he lay at on his 
side on the carpet, and aeroplanes going overhead droning in unlimited 






? . . . ? He heard a startling rushing noise close behind him, and two 
swans passed low overhead, the sound of their ight, once they had gone 
by, continuing far up the river, and in the water underneath them their 
reections ew upside down. Aer that the world began to tick, faint tuts 
and chucks and little utters, and cracklings as the birds woke up, talked 
in their sleep, stretched their wings, scratched their ears, and shifted 
their position. And all the insects did the same. Even the leaves had a 










































????????????????e Chimneys of Green Knowe????
??????????????????????????????????
??????????????????????????????????







?Your eyes reect,? said Ida. ?I can see a tiny pink sunset cloud and a 
tiny green pin-point earth. No colour photo was ever so minute.?
?I see them huge, though,? said Ping. ?e cloud is so big that if it was 
a mountain you never could possibly climb to the top, and the earth 
stretches all the way to where the sky begins. Miles and miles and miles 
with woods and rushes and waterfalls and water-wheels and nightingales 
and bells and singing shes.?
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?I shall like that,? said Ida. ?We?ll have to go quietly by starlight to 
hear singing shes. Do you know there are some, Ping, or are you just 
thinking it??
?My father used to say,? said Oskar ? . . . ? ?that there isn?t anything 
real except thoughts. Nothing is there at all unless somebody?s thinking 
it. He said thoughts were more real than guns. He got shot by the Rus-
sians for saying that. But the thought wasn?t shot, because I?m thinking it 
now. So if Ping has singing shes, let?s try and hear some. Why not??






















?????? ?like a needle entering silk? 21??????????? the 
? i?nverted bowls of smooth water ?which? travelled along with a suggestion 
of waltzing? 70????????????????????????a at 
wrinkled dri of side-face, out of which a small humorous eye opened, saw 




e delighted children stopped paddling and every crease faded o 
the surface. e punt lay as if on a mirror which itself lay in empty space, 
for above and beyond the frame of bulrushes they could see nothing at 
all. ere were white clouds above them and white clouds below, oating 
in a complete orb of hyacinth blue. When the swallows dipped, they dis-
puted each y with the swallow that came up to meet them from below. 
The flies themselves in alighting on the surface met foot to foot with 
their doubles. Even an ice-cream carton alone in the blue space had a 
twin soul leaning towards it with the same enticing words in pink writ-
ten upside down. And all the doubles were mysterious, both more shad-
owy and more brilliant than the originals because of an azure varnish 
that alone distinguished them ? . . . ??
? . . . ?
ey never had a more delicious day. ere was no sound except the 
splash of their dives and the drip of their hair and elbows as they sat in 
the punt, and their own happy nonsense. e pool was a world as much 
their own as their most private thoughts. Ida?s nicest dreams for a long 
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?genius in horror? 106????????????????????????
???????
? . . . ? ey were standing at midnight, alone, under a sky that was there 
before either earth or moon had been, and would be there long aer. In 
this agonizing second of revelation that ALL passes, the bark of a dis-
turbed heron caused them to clutch each other, and jerked loose their 
tongues. ?107?
??????????????????????????????????
??????????? ?We are really displaced now? 107? ??????
??????????????????????????????????
??????????????????????????
Under ?the moon?s? lovely light Green Knowe was revealed again, 
gentle, heavy and dreaming, with its carefully spaced bushes and trees 
standing in their known positions enriched with moonlight on their 
heads and shadows like the folds of Cinderella?s ball dress behind them.
e children gasped with joy and relief, and slowly, taking in, hold-
ing, and keeping what they saw, they moved towards home. They all 
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